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of start as he passed me, then stopped, came back, inspected
me narrowly, with a clouding brow, and finally said with*
deep asperity:

"Look here, have you got that drink yet?"
A maniac, I judged, at first. But all in a flash I recog-
nized him. I made an effort to blush that strained every
muscle in me, and answered as sweetly and winningly as
ever I knew how:

"Been a little slow, but am just this minute closing in
on the place where they keep it. Come in and help!"

He softened, arid said make it a bottle of champagne and
he was agreeable. He said he had seen my name in the
papers, and had put all his affairs aside and turned out, re-
solved to find me or die; and make me answer that question
satisfactorily, or kill me; though the most of his late asper-
ity had been rather counterfeit than otherwise.

This meeting brought back to me the St. Louis riots of
~ about thirty years ago. I spent a week there, at that time, in
a boarding-house, and had this young fellow for a neigh-
bor across the hall. We saw some of the fightings and kill-
ings; and by and by we went one night to an armory where
two hundred young men had met, upon call, to be armed
and go forth against the rioters, under command of a mili-
tary man. We drilled till about ten o'clock at night; then
news came that the mob were in great force in the lower
end of the town, and were sweeping everything before
them. Our column moved at once. It was a very hot night,
and my musket was very heavy. We marched and marched;
and the nearer we approached the seat of war, the hotter I
grew and the thirstier I got. I was behind my friend; so
finally, I asked him to hold my musket while I dropped out
and got a drink. Then I branched off and went home. I was
not feeling any solicitude about him of course, because Jf
knew he was so well armed now that he could take care or